JOURNAL    1938                                          387

colored shirt and khaki trousers, kmentably untidy, I remind myself of
The Government Inspector.7 Strive to make up for the undress of my
costume by an excessive dignity in bearing.

On the road from Mamou to Dalaba, at night, we pass in the oppo-
site direction a rather large animal that the chauffeur asserts to be a
panther; for a moment it stops, dazzled by our headlights. Many
rather big birds, with easy sweeping flight, rise up before the car,
one after another; goatsuckers, I believe.

Likewise encounter with a serpent, about a yard long, on the side
of the road. We are walking while the chauffeur is repairing a blow-
out. The serpent remains motionless; from a distance we throw stones
at it. Close to, it is merely a strip of cloth.

Admirable vegetation, quite close to the Villa Djanine, forming a
gallery along a stream-bed, dried up in this season of the year. Huge
blocks of reddish rocks. Shade. Oddness. One can imagine what this
country must be like after the rains. Fourteen varieties of butterflies
around the last puddles. Exceptionally, and for the first time in this
country, I hear a real song of a bird. The numerous birds one encoun-
ters here have only whistlings, cooings, cries, chatterings, but always
very brief and stereotyped, analogous to those of the dove and the
cuckoo. I think of the blackbirds, the thrushes, the redbreasts of Nor-
mandy! It is enough to make one wonder if man's evolution, if his
culture, have not led the fauna to follow him, and if the art of song
has not developed among the birds of our countries through a sort of
contagion (I was about to say: through psittacism). This does not
seem to me impossible.

Doubtless many of these natives speak their own language very
badly. I mean: take but a very limited advantage of its possibilities,
both in regard to vocabulary and in regard to the very supple syntac-
tic forms; use, for wholly practical purposes, but a very small number
of words and leave almost unconjugated the verbs (though very
flexible, we are told) which they employ.

In this walk on which Pierre accompanies me, the children guiding
us lead us to an old circular construction of branches in the interstices
of which heavy stones have been set. It is too small for a cabin. A store-
house perhaps? No, it is a panther-trap. Inside, a goat's haunch, al-
ready rotting, gives off an attractive stench. A trigger is sprung if
the animal touches the prey offered him, and behind him will fall at

Gogol's famous play.